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Dick's arm, for he was still blind on one side, when
from his pocket Fred produced a large, extremely dirty
pocket handkerchief, which he unfolded and held at
arm's length so that Dick should see the verge of the
tables. Then he marched stiffly forward, followed by
his giant. They ate hugely but rather erratically, and
each time one of them took up a fork to stir his tea, or
dropped his knife into his ice they would both laugh till
tears rolled down their cheeks. They devoured their
way through hot buttered toast, chocolate cakes and
ice-creams, and then began all over again with hot
buttered toast and chocolate eclairs, which they ate
indifferently.

The next morning they appeared by my bedside
heaving with laughter at some joke so funny that for a
while they could not tell it to me.

"When we got back to the ward yesterday," Dick
said, " I noticed a great bag of bananas by Fred's bed.
I thought he'd been brought a present. After we'd
turned in Fred said to me, ' Have a banana/ so I said,
' Well, I don't mind if I do/ So we both had a banana.
They were jolly good. So we both had another. Well,
we got talking. And the bananas were so nice that
before we knew where we were we'd eaten the whole
lot of them."

'' Every single one /' said Fred.

"And they didn't belong to Fred at all but to the
chap in the bed next door."

" And he never did like us much."

This kept them happy for hours.

I was released from hospital a few days before
Christmas, and I invited friends I met, who had no